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POEMS  OF  THE  PAST 
AND  PRESENT 


A DEDICATION 

O endless  view 

Of  sun  and  shadowy  blue ! 

O myrtle  bush 
And  song  of  hidden  thrush  ! 
O golden  day 

And  scent  of  opening  May! 

O brooks  and  springs, 

And  all  ye  happy  things  I 
O earth  and  sea, 

And  thou  beloved  of  me, 

In  tenderest  mood 
Accept  my  gratitude ! 
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A PHANTASY 


Would  I could  make  enchanted  sound, 

So  marvellously  clear  and  sweet 
That  flowers  would  spring  from  out  the  ground 
Beneath  your  feet ! 

The  wayward  melody  I’d  play 
Would  hover  just  beyond,  above. 

And  lure  you  onward  through  the  day 
Towards  my  love. 

Till  with  the  rising  of  the  moon 
Beneath  the  kindly  veil  of  night. 

We’d  consecrate  my  little  tune 
To  love’s  delight. 
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COMPARISON 

I SAW  the  endless  skies, 

But  my  beloved’s  eyes 
They  were  more  deep  and  wise. 

I heard  the  small  waves  beat, 

But  my  belovM’s  feet 
Falling,  made  sound  more  sweet. 

I smelt  the  fragrant  air. 

But  my  beloved’s  hair 
Held  perfume  far  more  rare. 

Men  served  their  gods  with  praise. 
But  my  beloved’s  days 
I filled  in  happier  ways. 

Men  drank  of  holy  wine. 

And  called  the  cup  divine. 

But  heart’s  red  blood  was  mine 
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Men  kindled  holy  fire, 

But  Love’s  supreme  desire 
Filled  me  with  flame  entire. 

Men  sought  their  gods  above, 
I caught  a wild  sweet  dove, 
And  made  a god  of  Love 
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A REFLECTION 


I LOOKED  on  Death  a moment  eye  to  eye, 

And  feared  him  not,  so  swift  the  vision  came ; 

So  hard  upon  the  heels  of  life,  that  flame 
And  darkness  mingled  as  they  passed  me  by. 

The  sleepy  winter  fields  about  me  lay. 

And  hopeful  trees  that  thought  on  future  Springs, 
And  peaceful  farms,  all  dear  familiar  things. 

That  go  to  make  the  bounty  of  the  day. 

The  blue  smoke  drifted  on  the  happy  air, 

A dog  barked  sharply,  and  a rabbit  sped 
Into  the  thicket : slowly  overhead 
Some  white  clouds  gathered  very  cold  and  fair. 

Nothing  was  changed.  In  that  momentous  hour 
It  counted  little  that  my  soul  should  pass ; 

The  wings  of  Death  stirred  not  a blade  of  grass. 
Nor  thrilled  the  slumber  of  one  hidden  flower! 
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THE  GARDEN 


I KNEW  a region  desolate, 

Unfruitful  and  without  a name, 
Where  all  my  loving  was  regret. 
Before  you  came. 

I know  a garden  sweet  at  dawn. 

With  rose  and  myrtle,  sun  and  dew 
The  garden  where  my  soul  was  born 
Of  love  for  you. 
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BE  OF  GOOD  CHEER 


The  frost  has  smitten  with  blighting  hand 
Summer’s  good  land. 

The  flowers  are  shrivelled,  and  worn,  and  white 
Under  the  night. 

The  hills  and  valleys  are  dim  and  grey 
Under  the  day. 

The  mournful  wail  of  the  wind  is  chill. 

Laden  with  ill. 

But  we  have  kindled  a glowing  fire 
Of  heart’s  desire. 

And  here  we  sit  while  the  winter’s  bane 
Lies  on  the  plain. 

And  here  we  sit  while  the  winds  blow  high 
Over  the  sky. 
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And  here  we  sit  while  the  storms  sweep  past 
Bitter  and  fast. 

And  naught  shall  harm  us,  my  dearest  dear  : 
Be  of  good  cheer  ! 
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A VISION  OF  THE  SOUTH 

Alabama 

While  you  played  I heard  the  voices  of  great  rivers, 
Making  small  persistent  wave  sounds  ’mid  the  rushes, 
Saw  the  sky  of  sunset  mirrored  in  deep  water. 

Over  which  the  strong-winged  buzzards  skimmed 
serenely. 

I beheld  the  hot  blue  vapours  rising  slowly 
From  the  shallows,  and  the  dank  and  boggy  places. 
Spreading  far  across  the  marshes  to  the  cornfields. 
Creeping  upward  through  the  sombre  cypress  shadows. 
I beheld  the  thin-flanked  horses  gaunt  and  shaggy 
Grazing  wearily  on  baked  and  yellow  grasses 
By  the  broken  wooden  paling  near  a cabin. 

Whence  the  sound  of  wistful  music  smote  the  evening. 
And  around  me  from  the  white  dust  of  the  roadway 
Rose  the  never-ending  droning  of  the  beetles. 

And  the  chirping  of  the  grasshoppers  and  crickets. 
And  the  flashing  and  the  darting  of  the  fire-flies : 
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While  the  whip-poor-will  for  ever  calling,  calling 
To  his  kind  that  answer  never,  hung  above  me, 

Like  the  spirit  of  great  loneliness  and  longing. 

Rising  up  from  out  the  souls  of  woods  and  mountains  ; 
And  the  evening  star  was  hidden  ’neath  the  purple 
Of  the  thunder  clouds  that  gathered  from  the  west- 
ward. 

And  the  night  came  on  with  little  streaks  of  lightning. 
And  the  breath  of  it  was  hotter  than  the  daytime. 
And  behold  ! I heard  another  sound  that  smote  me,, 
Till  I trembled  in  the  shadow  of  the  highway. 

Heard  the  voice  of  Love,  deep-throated,  strong  and 
fervent, 

Crying  out  beneath  the  wild  banana  branches  ! 
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AT  DAYBREAK 


I SAW  the  beauty  of  this  gracious  earth 

Stretch  like  a dream  before  my  wondering  eyes, 
Beneath  the  iridescent  morning  skies 
Deep-breasted  hills  pondered  the  coming  birth 
Of  a new  day,  while  little  strains  of  mirth 

Rustled  the  woods  with  many  laughing  sighs. 
And  in  that  hour  of  waking,  I grew  wise 
With  tender  wisdom,  knowing  love's  true  worth. 

I turned  my  gaze  towards  the  distant  blue 

That  hid  you  from  me,  and  with  passion's  might 
I cried  your  name,  and  lo  ! my  heart  anew 
Was  flooded  over  with  the  old  delight. 

Your  soul  was  with  me,  and  my  new-found  sight 
Perceived  you  in  the  day — the  day  in  you. 


TO  A LILY 

Lily  white,  Lily  white, 

Do  you  love  the  moon  at  night  ? 

Do  you  languish  for  those  beams 
In  a swoon  of  tender  dreams  ? 

Lily  white,  Lily  white. 

Are  you  pale  for  love’s  delight 
While  the  loved  one  floats  on  high  ? 
So  am  I — so  am  L 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  THE  RAINBOW 

The  sunshine  met  the  storm  wind 
As  he  swept  across  the  plain. 

And  she  wooed  him  till  he  loved  her, 
And  his  kisses  fell  as  rain. 

She  was  fair,  and  he  was  ardent. 

And  behold  ! one  happy  morn, 

While  I watched  their  mingled  glory 
Lo  ! a rainbow  child  was  born  ! 


13 


THE  LAST  GIFT 


I MADE  a garland  for  your  head, 

Now  it  is  dead. 

I wove  you  garments  of  pure  gold, 

Now  they  are  old. 

I said,  “ Your  limbs  are  young  and  fair 
From  everywhere 

Take  all  good  things  to  deck  your  grace, 
Beloved  face.” 

I called  the  stars  until  they  fell 
From  Heaven  to  Hell. 

Since  you  had  coveted  their  light 
It  seemed  but  right. 

I took  a human  soul  and  gave 
It  as  your  slave. 

t • • • • 
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You  said  the  garland  was  not  fair 
Within  your  hair, 

You  said  the  stars  were  over- white 
That  fell  that  night, 

You  said  that  love  was  swift  and  sweet. 
But  too  complete. 

What  is  there  left  for  you,  my  dear  ? 

A little  bier, 

Whereon  to  lay  each  perfect  part 
And  then  your  heart. 
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THE  LITTLE  VINE 


O little  green  vine  with  your  smoke-blue  flowers, 
Grow  tall  and  fair  in  the  sun  and  rain ! 

With  a glow  at  your  heart  in  the  lengthening  hours 
When  summer  on  summer  shall  kiss  you  again ! 

O my  small  green  vine  when  you’ve  clambered 
through 

The  light  and  shade  to  your  gabled  sphere 
Where  will  these  eyes  be  that  have  looked  on  you, 
And  these  loving  hands  that  have  placed  you  here 
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A MEMORY  OF  THE  SEA 

I STOOD  and  watched  the  sea  caress  the  land, 

With  long  slow  kisses  of  supreme  delight. 

What  was  its  song  ? I could  not  understand 
The  ceaseless  murmur  of  the  waves  that  night. 

I only  know  that  something  vast  and  sweet, 

Some  endless  sound  of  loving,  rose  and  crept 
About  the  room,  elusive  yet  complete, 

And  mingled  with  your  breathing  while  you  slept 
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B 


THE  SMILE 


When  I behold  the  sun  on  some  drear  day 
Spread  wealth  of  generous  gold  across  the  vale 
For  fleeting  seconds,  ere  he  seeks  the  pale 
Sad  clouds  again,  I’m  happy,  for  I say — 

My  best  beloved’s  smiling  far  away. 
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AN  ITALIAN  GARDEN 

A Reminiscence 

Blue  evening  hushed  of  tread  and  slow 
Had  paused  within  that  garden’s  space, 
Veiling  the  brightness  of  its  face, 

While  small  persistent  sounds  that  grow 
From  out  deep  silence  filled  the  place 
With  vague  suggestion,  tense,  and  low. 

Those  were  sweet  paths,  much  overgrown. 
The  velvet  carpet  of  the  years 
Dulled  our  twin  footsteps,  lulled  our  fears. 
For  none  could  hear  us  there  alone 
Within  that  garden,  and  our  tears 
Might  flow  and  mingle,  all  our  own. 

Invisible  the  souls  of  flowers 

Went  drifting  through  the  sighing  air. 
Breathing  a thousand  scents,  and  rare 
Pale  memories  of  bygone  hours, 
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When  long  dead  lovers  lingered  there, 
Lingered  and  kissed  in  vine-clad  bowers. 

Between  the  silent  cypress  trees, 

We  caught  the  far-off  fitful  gleam 
Of  water,  like  a silver  dream, 

While  on  our  cheeks  a damp  young  breeze 
Fluttered  an  instant,  like  a theme 
Of  rippling,  liquid  melodies. 

And  while  we  stood  within  our  shrine. 

On  Love’s  high  altar,  lo  ! the  night 
Hung  forth  one  star  supremely  bright, 
While  from  her  soul  rose  Love’s  divine 
Deep  litany  of  vast  delight. 

And  entered  in  your  heart  and  mine. 
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SADNESS 

The  view  I love  is  hidden  by  the  rain. 
Most  desolate  the  garden,  and  the  plain 
Beyond  is  grey  with  chilly  autumn  fears. 
And  the  beloved  face  ? O dim,  white  face 
I cannot  see  you,  for  a mist  of  tears. 
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ODE  TO  SWINBURNE 

April  to,  1909 

Thou  hast  gone  on  beyond,  immortal  dead  ! 
Beyond  our  view,  beyond  the  planes  of  earth, 

Risen  afresh,  as  from  a fiery  birth, 

Phcenix-like,  but  eternal.  Round  thy  head 
The  laurels  of  men’s  thoughts,  and  tears  that  bled 
From  souls  thou  wakened  to  their  shame  or  worth. 
In  thee  was  nothing  sterile,  and  no  dearth 
Was  known  to  thy  deep  manhood,  strong  and  fed 
Upon  vast  musings.  Thou  all  gods  did’st  look 
Between  the  eyes,  didst  smite  with  thy  swift  breath 
Until  they  crumbled  into  less  than  death, 

And  in  thy  hands  their  dim  white  ashes  took 
Ahd  cast  aside,  knowing  no  soul  could  rise 
Where  no  soul  ever  was  ; the  far  stars  shook 
And  fell  extinguished  from  their  paradise. 

Thou  gav’st  to  man  himself,  eternity 
Of  life  in  death,  all  things  in  one,  that  one 
A million  millions,  since  time  was  begun 
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A vast  harmonious  whole,  less  than  a breath, 

And  more  than  the  great  fires  of  earth  or  sun. 

“ Thou  art  thyself,’’  thou  saidst ; “ rise  up  and  know 
In  thee  all  beauty  is,  all  that  is  vile. 

All  greatness,  all  that  may  corrupt,  defile 
All  endless  joy,  immeasurable  woe  ! 

Thou  art  immense,  unthinkable,  a flow 
Of  ceaseless  currents.  Thou  art  air  and  light. 

The  sea,  the  dawn,  the  solemn  dusk  of  night. 

Love,  hatred,  power  and  weakness,  wrong  and  right.’ 

O Master,  thou  wilt  surely  come  again 

Unto  this  earth,  when  through  the  circling  spheres 

Thy  soul  has  passed  innumerable  years. 

Then  shall  the  cadence  of  thy  grand  refrain 
Swell  the  deep  throats  of  beings  whose  slow  tears 
Thou  did’st  consume  with  passion.  When  the  bane 
Has  fallen  from  us,  we  who  now  to-day 
Mourn  thee,  and  mourn  ourselves,  shall  rise  and  lay 
Our  reincarnate  selves  before  thy  feet. 

Thou,  who  did’st  know  us  each  a power  complete. 
Ourselves  the  prayer,  the  god  to  whom  we  pray. 
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TO  A CHILD 


Beloved  child,  I would  not  have  you  wake  : 

Stay  closed  sweet  eyes,  stay  folded  languid  lips. 
And  let  Love  go  a beggar  for  your  sake. 

Not  even  pausing  once  to  kiss  your  hair. 

That  on  your  bosom’s  whiteness  like  a stain 
Lies  dark  and  splendid  where  the  skin  is  fair. 

Soft  lotus  lily,  float  upon  the  stream 
Of  happy  innocence  to  isles  of  peace. 

And  let  no  lover  wake  you  from  your  dream  ; 

Nor  part  that  mouth  with  kisses  ; ’tis  too  sweet 
To  mate  with  any  other.  Ah  ! those  lips  ! 
Love  could  but  make  their  beauty  less  complete. 

And  since  he  knows  it,  let  him  go  alone 
Into  the  desert  places  of  the  earth, 

Where  your  small  ears  shall  never  hear  his  moan. 
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SPRING  AND  THE  PILGRIM 


An  endless  sea  of  blossoms,  everywhere 

A subtle  perfume,  birds  that  pause  and  sing, 
Then  pause  again,  a dampness  in  the  air 
That  seems  to  hold  the  very  sap  of  Spring ! 

The  little  leaves  like  shrill  staccato  notes. 
Trembled  along  the  hedges ; down  the  lanes 
The  twilight  walks,  a young  moon  shyly  floats 
Near  to  the  earth,  across  the  misty  plains. 

A busy  stream  has  caught  the  paling  gold 
Of  some  stray  cloud  still  faithful  to  the  sun. 
And  laughing  softly  to  itself,  casts  bold 
Swift  flashes  from  its  ripples  one  by  one. 

I pause  beside  it,  grown  a little  sad, 

A sudden  loneliness  of  spirit  steals 
Across  my  heart ; the  earth  is  over-glad 

With  youthful  hopes,  at  such  a time  one  feels 
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Almost  estranged  from  all  created  things, 

A guest  unbidden  to  the  festal  halls, 

A dusty  pilgrim  that  the  while  he  sings 

Contributes  nothing,  one  whose  music  falls 

Upon  unheeding  ears,  whose  puny  lay 

Is  drowned  beneath  a grander,  sweeter  song. 
And  so  I turned  towards  the  homeward  way, 
But  I am  weary — and  the  road  seems  long. 
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THE  OLD  GODS 

Pipe,  for  the  Spring  is  at  hand, 

Laugh,  for  the  summer  is  near. 

Pan  is  abroad  in  his  land ! 

Let  us  go  forth,  dearest  dear. 

Into  this  beautiful  day. 

Into  this  blue  atmosphere. 

Over  the  hills  that  are  gay 

With  the  voices  of  streams  : never  fear. 
If  we  sing  but  the  simplest  lay 

The  old  gods  who  love  us  shall  hear ! 


27 


A PLEA 


Dear  Heart ! be  friendly  with  me  in  these  days, 
What  happened  fell  upon  us  long  ago. 

You  have  outlived  the  heartache  and  the  woe, 
And  I have  learnt  to  comprehend  love’s  ways ; 
Love,  who  deludes  himself  the  while  he  plays 
With  sudden  death.  Love,  who  would  have 
know 

The  very  brink  of  hate,  to  pluck  some  bloom 
He  covets  for  his  crown,  and  when  we  fall 
Head  foremost  in  the  deep  abyss,  doth  call 
A tremulous  farewell  into  the  gloom. 

And  yet  condemn  not  Love,  it  is  his  doom 
To  make  all  beauty,  and  destroy  it  all! 

If  you  were  wrong,  ’twas  Love  that  made  you  err. 
If  I was  cruel,  it  was  loving  you 
With  too  much  fervour,  till  I wore  love  through 
Like  some  prized  garment  sweet  with  scent  of 
myrrh, 
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That  I before  all  others  did  prefer, 

It  dropped  apart  because  no  longer  new. 

And  thus  since  we  fulfilled  but  destiny, 

What  now  availeth  bitterness  or  tears  ? 

The  ruin  of  our  past  has  lain  for  years 
Exposed  to  scoffing  eyes.  Come  then  with  me 
And  gather  simple  flowers  from  field  and  trees. 
To  cover  up  these  bones.  Subdue  your  fears, 

Take  one  last  look  into  these  sightless  eyes. 

Then  let  the  blossoms  fall : across  this  bier 
I offer  you  my  friendship.  Now  and  here 
Out  of  the  ashes  shall  a spirit  rise 
Less  eager,  less  aflame,  yet  in  no  wise 
Less  lovely  than  Love’s  self. 

Come  then,  my  dear  ! 
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TO  MY  COLLIE 


My  friend,  my  silent  friend,  I wish  I knew 

What  wise  deep  thoughts  you  harbour  in  your  mind. 
How  many  problems  solved,  what  simple  true 
Philosophy  unguessed  at  by  m.ankind  ! 

You  love  me,  and  you  trust  me,  it  is  joy 
For  you  to  hear  my  footfall  on  the  walk. 

Yet  you  are  dumb;  who  knows  it  might  destroy 
Your  splendid  faith  if  you  but  learnt  to  talk ! 

So  ril  be  silent  too,  just  lay  my  hand 

Upon  your  head.  Your  gentle  eyes  contend 
That  I am  sad ; they  say,  “ I understand”  ; 

And  see  my  answer  : “ Thank  you,  dearest  friend.” 
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MY  LOST  SOUL 


Down  the  dim  avenues  of  pain, 

You  thrust  my  soul  with  cold  white  hands, 
Condemned  it  to  those  twilight  lands 
From  whence  it  might  not  come  again. 

My  soul  went  forth  in  silent  woe. 

Grief  froze  its  tears,  and  chained  its  cries. 
I watched  it  pass  with  wondering  eyes, 
And  impotent,  I let  it  go. 

Alas ! my  soul,  there  oft  are  times 
When  I would  find  thee  if  I could. 

I seek  in  field  and  lane  and  wood, 

I call  to  thee  with  these  poor  rhymes. 

But  lo  ! no  answer  have  I heard. 

Save  the  faint  singing  of  a bird  ! 
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TO  A SONG 


My  little  song,  thou  shamest  me, 
Unless  thou  findest  wings 
To  bear  to  one  beyond  the  sea 
The  love  of  one  who  sings. 

Quick  ! get  thee  gone  across  the  miles 
Of  waves,  and  sky,  and  earth. 

And  turn  the  tears  to  happy  smiles 
Of  her  who  gave  thee  birth. 
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A FAREWELL 


Take  me  in  your  arms  and  say. 

Dear,  I loved  you  yesterday. 

Loved  your  lips,  and  eyes,  and  hair. 
Gazed  upon  you,  found  you  fair ; 

Then  I’ll  kiss  you  and  reply — 

That  was  yesterday.  Good-bye  ! 

Take  me  in  your  arms  and  say, 

Dear,  you  loved  me  yesterday. 

Loved  me  with  your  strong  sweet  youth. 
All  its  passion,  and  its  truth  ; 

Then  I’ll  kiss  you  and  reply — 

That  was  yesterday.  Good-bye  ! 
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A VANISHED  EDEN 

Near  Dresden 

Things  change,  this  place  is  not  the  same. 
I look  about  me  and  I see 

New  houses,  nay,  its  very  name 

Has  altered ; once  there  used  to  be 

Long  rural  avenues,  the  shade 
Of  cherry  trees  cast  purpling  blue 

On  cornfields,  where  there  early  strayed 
A wind  to  comb  their  tresses  through. 

I used  to  leave  the  city  far 
Behind  me  on  this  very  hill, 

At  eventide  with  one  young  star 
My  sole  companion ; all  was  still 

Save  for  a bird  who  stirred  in  sleep, 

Or  homely  sound  from  cottage  door. 

Perchance  a dog  would  bark,  then  deep. 
Aye  ! deeper  silence  than  before. 
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This  was  my  church,  my  holy  place, 

I worshipped  here  my  ardent  youth 
In  reverence,  and  blessed  the  face 

Of  life  that  shone  with  God  and  Truth. 

At  least  I deemed  ’twas  so,  but  now 
Profaned  even  as  am  I, 

This  hill  has  lost  its  tranquil  brow. 

The  smoke-besodden  evening  sky 

Has  not  one  star,  depressed  and  sad 
The  cherry  trees  that  still  remain 
Are  city-bound,  no  longer  glad 

With  fruitful  boughs  in  sun  and  rain. 

O weariness  ot  passing  years, 

O sadness  infinite,  we  find 
No  trace  despite  our  falling  tears 
Of  things  we  once  have  left  behind. 

To-day  I see  an  unknown  spot. 

Where  once  I knew  each  blade  of  grass, 
A place  that  loves  me,  knows  me  not. 

And  I am  left  to  sigh — and  pass. 
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QUESTIONS  WITHOUT  ANSWERS 


If  you  could  have  loved  me  as  I have  loved  you, 
How  long  had  it  lasted,  a year  or  a day  ? 

And  which  of  us  first  would  have  worn  the  love 
through, 

Would  I,  with  the  scourge  of  my  youth  ? 

Who  can  say ! 

If  you  could  have  given  the  fruit  I craved. 

The  over-ripe  fruit  ere  it  trembled  and  fell. 

Would  my  lips  have  been  glad,  and  my  taste 
enslaved — 

Or  was  there  a worm  at  the  core  ? 

Who  can  tell ! 

Had  you  come  to  me  bitter,  but  all  my  own. 

Like  a pang,  like  a flame,  like  a mad,  sweet  woe — 
Had  I killed  you  for  hate,  and  for  love  fresh  grown 
From  hatred  died  too  on  your  breast  ? 

Who  can  know  ! 
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ONCE  IN  A GARDEN  PLACE 

Once  in  a garden  place  alone  with  you 
I sat  and  heard  the  murmurs  of  the  night. 
The  grasses  rustled  in  their  bath  of  dew, 

The  Easter  lilies  glimmered  vaguely  white. 
Birds  called  in  sleep  ; the  trees  began  to  swoon 
In  mist  and  memories  of  ardent  skies, 

A little  breeze  fresh  journeyed  from  the  moon 
Stooped  timidly,  and  kissed  you  on  your  eyes. 
But  far  more  timid  than  the  breeze  was  I, 

And  so  the  stars  came  out — the  hours  went  by. 
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THE  NISPERO  TREE 


O Nispero  tree,  how  golden  fair 
Thy  gleaming  fruit  when  seen  afar, 
How  slim  thy  silver  branches  are, 
Amid  their  leaves,  O Nispero  tree ! 

But  I have  plucked  thy  fruit,  and  lo  ! 
It  was  not  fair,  but  bitter-sweet 
Within  my  mouth  when  I did  eat. 
Bitter  as  life,  O Nispero  tree  ! 
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THE  DEFENCE 


You  say  I am  inconstant  ! dearest  dear, 

The  while  I held  you  close,  how  close  to  me  ! 

I did  outshine  the  deepest  constancy, 

So  much  I loved  you,  with  such  jealous  fear. 
Such  eager  ardour  and  intensity. 

Love  is  a magic,  in  a single  night 
He  grows  and  waxes  like  a living  fire. 

Yet  with  the  dawn  the  flame  of  our  desire 
May  leave  but  ashes,  thus  doth  he  requite  ! 

You  cannot  fetter  Love  and  keep  him  near. 
When  he  would  spread  immortal  wings  for  flight ! 

Love  counts  not  time  by  the  long  leaden  days 
As  we  do,  but  by  all  his  swift  delight. 

By  shuddering  thrills,  and  kisses,  till  the  mi^ht 
Of  centuries,  aye ! centuries  of  bliss 
Be  caught  imprisoned  in  a single  kiss. 

I loved  you  with  such  passion  and  such  pain, 
That  while  it  lasted  all  eternity 
Was  held  enchained,  and  crystal!' sed  for  me 
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Within  the  space  of  one  small  rapturous  tear, 

Till  death  seemed  vanquished,  and  all-time  lay  slain. 

And  thus  I have  not  known  inconstancy ; 

Love  has  but  passed  into  some  new-found  sphere. 
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THE  KISS  AT  DAWN 

Sweet  child,  when  I went  out  this  morning, 

And  saw  the  garden  through  a mist  of  dew, 
And  watched  the  gold-clad  day  serenely  dawning 
Above  the  hills’  deep  brow  of  thoughtful  blue, 
I said  a little  prayer  to  Love,  and  you. 

And  though  your  presence  was  so  far  away. 

Your  spirit  came  and  kissed  me  with  the  day. 
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TO  OBLITERATE 


For  every  kiss  that  like  a moth  to  flame 
Has  burnt  upon  the  redness  of  thy  lips, 
I’ll  take  a thousand  kisses,  to  eclipse 
All  memory  of  kissing  till  I came. 

For  every  love  that  spent  itself  on  thee 
With  single  ardour  and  but  one  desire. 

I’ll  be  a thousand  lovers,  with  the  fire 
Of  countless  longings  grown  as  one  in  me. 

Until  the  past  shall  all  be  gathered  up 
Into  a single  drop  of  gleaming  wine. 

And  cast  within  the  present’s  brimming  cup 
Of  passions,  and  of  pleasures — only  mine. 
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ON  ENTERING  INTO  A CLOSER 
FRIENDSHIP 


How  will  it  feel  to  live  so  close  to  you, 

In  daily  contact  for  a little  space, 

To  watch  each  changing  thought  upon  your  face. 
Each  passing  mood,  each  gesture  fond  and  new  ? 

Dear,  I am  half  afraid  to  enter  through 
This  open  portal,  to  that  holy  place 
That  lies  beyond,  lest  I should  fail  in  grace 
Whose  love  is  blind,  because  it  is  so  true. 

Give  me  your  hand,  that  I may  find  my  way 
About  the  garden  of  your  mind,  and  see 
With  inward  eyes  all  that  was  hid  from  me 
Before  I knew  you  as  I do  to-day  ; 

And  seeing,  fall  and  worship,  aye,  and  pray 
For  greater  understanding.  Timidly 
I crave  admittance  to  your  life,  and  free 
Sweet  intercourse,  and  leave  to  love — and  stay. 
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BY^THE  SEA 

The  after-glow  of  skies  and  sea, 

Of  purple  sea  and  glowing  skies  ! 

I watch  the  shadows  in  your  eyes, 

And  they  are  more  to  me. 

The  sound  of  waves  on  summer’s  night, 
Of  ardent  waves  that  throb  and  beat ! 

I listen  to  your  song’s  delight. 

And  it  is  more  complete. 

The  flight  of  strong  courageous  birds, 
White-breasted  birds  at  close  of  day  ! 

I feel  your  heart  soar  up  in  words. 

More  strong,  more  white,  than  they  ! 

The  earth,  the  waves,  the  sweet  salt  air. 
One  golden  star  that  hangs  above  ! 

I see  your  eyes,  your  lips,  your  hair. 
And  nothing  counts  but  love. 
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TO  ELIZABETH  BARRETT  BROWNING 


When  I take  up  this  book  and  read  thy  words, 

So  full  of  simple,  kind  profundity. 

As  though  a message  from  eternity 
Had  been  transmitted  to  a choir  of  birds. 

That  our  dull  ears  might  better  understand — 
When  I hear  God  Himself  speak  through  my  mind 
In  phrases  of  great  beauty,  simply  turned. 

To  suit  the  lesser  knowledge  we  have  learned 
From  overmuch  communion  with  our  kind — 

Ah ! then  the  worthless  pen  drops  from  my  hand, 

I leave  my  paper  still  its  virgin  white. 

Beside  those  mighty  truths  that  thou  did’st  write, 
My  thoughts  are  dust  upon  a desert  land. 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  BROWN  FAWN 


My  shy  brown  fawn,  come  and  feed  from  my  hand, 
In  the  still  small  hours  of  the  early  dawn, 

While  the  dew  yet  dampens  the  drowsy  land. 

And  the  first  pale  beams  are  but  newly  born. 

Come  close,  and  closer,  my  shy  brown  fawn  ! 


White-breasted,  mystical-eyed,  and  so  young ! 

Half  eager,  half  timid,  and  all  afraid. 

Have  you  heard  the  song  that  the  lone  bird  sung 
To  his  absent  mate  in  the  myrtle  shade? 

Have  you  heard  the  prayer  that  the  west  wind 
prayed 


To  the  fragrant  rose  on  the  terrace  wall  ? 

How  he  wooed  her,  ravished  her  soul  with  sighs  ? 
Have  you  seen  the  star  in  high  heaven  fall 
To  earth,  for  love  of  a maiden’s  eyes 
He  valued  more  than  his  Paradise  ? 
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You  only,  here  in  the  sweet  half  light 
Of  the  virgin  morning  stand  lone  and  shy, 

With  your  soul  untamed,  and  your  vague  soft  might 
Untried,  unspent,  will  you  still  deny 
Yourself  to  life  and  its  gladness — Why  ? 

Come  forth,  my  tremulous  startled  fawn, 

I am  waiting  here  through  the  star-tipped  hours. 

In  the  opal  light  of  the  early  dawn. 

And  my  arms  are  laden  with  mystic  flowers. 

And  warm  sweet  fruits  of  the  desert  born. 

You  shall  eat  thereof,  oh  ! my  shy  brown  fawn ! 
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TO 


O best  Beloved,  what  is  earth  to  me, 

Its  shining  plains,  or  shadows  on  the  hills. 

Or  garden  scents,  or  morning’s  ecstasy 
Of  ripples  leaping  down  the  sun-lit  rills, 

Or  singing  birds,  or  nights  when  Nature  fills 

The  heart  with  longings,  mad,  and  sweet,  and  free 
Or  stars  that  burn  and  shake,  or  moonlit  sea 
Of  mist,  that  swells  and  surges  vaguely  pale 
Like  some  white  bosom  in  love’s  agony. 

What  counts  all  beauty  ? Nothing  can  avail 
Unless  I hold,  and  feel,  and  compass  thee ! 
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THE  VOICE 

God  spake ! and  men  said,  “ ’Tis  the  sea 
Along  the  sands  of  the  shore,” 

God  spake!  and  men  said,  “’Tis  the  birds 
Make  happy  sounds  in  the  dawn,” 

God  spake ! and  men  said,  “ ’Tis  the  wind 
That  stirs  the  Nispero  trees,” 

God  spake  I and  I said,  ^‘’Tis  the  voice 
Of  Love  that  sings  in  my  heart.” 
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DYING  JASMINE 

Santa  Cruz 

The  scent  of  the  dying  jasmine 
I wore  in  my  coat  to-day, 

Is  filled  with  the  dim  white  sadness, 

Of  thoughts  that  are  far  away. 

The  soul  of  the  flower  in  passing 
Has  touched  my  soul  with  its  tears, 

The  breath  of  its  mingled  fragrance 
Seems  caught  from  forgotten  years. 

From  loves  that  are  memories  only, 

Wan  memories,  e’en  more  pale 
Than  the  petals  I bruise  in  touching. 

So  tender  they  are,  and  frail 

And  I know  with  a thrill  of  sadness 

That  the  pleasures  I deemed  were  mine. 
Were  swift  to  perish  when  gathered, 

As  the  bloom  of  this  jasmine  vine. 
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ONCE 


Once  while  we  sat  together,  you  and  I, 

Love  paused  beside  us  for  a little  space, 

And  you  beheld  new  beauty  in  my  face, 

And  I discerned  a magic  in  your  sigh. 

It  was  a moment  of  eternity. 

And  ere  we  grasped  it  in  our  trembling  hands 
Love  flew  away  to  far  undreamt-of  lands. 
Leaving  us  sitting  very  still — but  free. 


^‘NON  OMNES  MORIAR” 


To-day  I pictured  to  myself  the  years 

When  you  and  I will  long  have  lain  at  rest, 

When  those  who  mourned  us  shall  have  deemed  it 
best 

To  mourn  no  more,  and  will  have  dried  their  tears. 

And  there  remains  of  you  a little  song, 

And  there  remains  of  me  a fleeting  rhyme, 

With  which  to  bind  the  memory  of  time 

Unto  our  names  men  have  forgotten  long. 

Or  if  remembered,  they  may  call  you  fair, 

With  no  more  passion  than  a pictured  face 
Can  stir  in  us  to-day,  who  see  its  grace 

But  have  not  known  it  when  the  soul  was  there. 

Some  few  may  know  you  as  beloved  of  those 

Themselves  immortal,  those  whose  deathless  fame 
Has  cast  an  afterglow  about  your  name  ; 

And  you  will  live  in  memory  as  a rose 
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An  artist  paints  with  deft  and  wondrous  skill 
Upon  his  canvas ; even  as  that  flower 
Defying  time,  blooms  freshly  with  each  hour 
We  gaze  thereon,  you  will  be  living  still. 


A glowing  flame  men  struck  to  light,  desire, 

A languid  bloom  they  plucked  in  idle  hours. 
When  even  cynics  paused  to  watch  the  flowers. 
And  great  ones  stooped  to  loves  that  may  inspire. 


Thus  shall  you  live  : but  I shall  be  more  dead 
Than  last  year’s  leaves,  that  rot  upon  the  grass 
In  some  forgotten  wood,  where  none  will  pass. 
Or  note  that  new  leaves  tremble  overhead. 


None  will  remember  me,  and  none  will  speak 
Of  our  great  love,  nor  seek  it  in  my  rhymes. 
For  they  will  lie  deep  buried  with  those  times 
When  we  have  clung  as  lovers  cheek  to  cheek. 


And  all  your  beauty  that  has  fed  on  love. 

And  all  my  ardour  that  has  fed  on  you. 

Will  count  for  less  than  nothing,  when  we  two 
Are  lying  with  the  cold  earth  up  above. 
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And  none  shall  give  us  immortality 

Because  of  passion  that  is  lost  in  death, 

And  none  shall  speak  of  us  with  bated  breath 
Because  we  risked  our  souls’  eternity. 

And  none  shall  think  “ He  wrote  because  of  you 
This  rhyme  or  that,  more  perfect  than  the  rest,” 
Since  all  my  rhymes  are  passing  at  the  best. 
And  will  not  live  beyond  our  mortal  view. 

Perhaps  some  day  when  men  shall  speak  of  fame 
And  then  remember  you,  a man  will  say, 

“ She  had  yet  one  more  lover  in  her  day, 

A poet  fellow ; I forget  his  name  ! ’ 
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TO  THE  BELOVED  LIPS 

Oh  ! lips  I love,  cling  close  to  mine, 

For  life  is  short,  and  time  is  fleet. 
And  present  kisses  are  too  sweet 

To  sacrifice  when  they  are  thine ! 

Pause  not  to  chide  me,  wide,  sweet  lips. 
Nor  yet  to  praise  me,  lest  to-day 
Before  we  grasp  it  fades  away  ; 

The  sun  of  passion  slowly  dips 

Into  the  sea,  the  hot  swift  hours 

That  make  for  loving,  fold  their  wings 
And  drop  to  earth  like  weary  things 

Spent  with  much  joy,  and  all  our  powers 

Are  helpless  to  recall  but  one 
Small  moment  of  a dead  delight 
That  time  has  flung  into  the  night 

Of  aftermath,  when  love  is  done. 
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And  thus,  dear  lips,  to  waste  a breath 
Were  sheerest  madness,  but  to  kiss 
Were  love’s  deep  wisdom,  since  for  this 
Love  made  thee,  in  despite  of  death  ! 
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A ROSARY  OF  LOVE 


Hail,  O Love  ! giver  of  life, 
Giver  of  passionate  joys. 
Giver  of  sweet  fulfilments. 
Giver  of  marvellous  madness. 
Giver  of  wonderful  wisdom. 
Giver  of  all  good  things, 
Hail,  O Love  ! 


By  the  pale  coming  of  the  dawn, 

I swear  I love  thee. 

By  the  first  rosy  cloud  that’s  born, 
I swear  I love  thee. 


By  the  hot  splendour  of  the  day, 

I swear  I love  thee. 

By  the  brown  grass  and  burning  way,' 
I swear  I love  thee. 
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By  the  vague  scent  of  hidden  flowers, 
I swear  I love  thee, 

By  the  blue  wings  of  summer  hours, 

I swear  I love  thee. 


By  the  dim  twilight  on  the  hills, 

I swear  I love  thee, 

By  the  first  star  that  throbs  and  thrills, 
I swear  I love  thee. 


By  the  lone  melancholy  breeze, 

I swear  I love  thee, 

By  the  soft  words  of  leafy  trees, 

I swear  I love  thee. 

By  the  gold  moon  above  the  vale, 
I swear  I love  thee, 

By  the  white  mist  divinely  pale, 

I swear  I love  thee. 


By  the  deep  midnight’s  thoughtful  eyes, 
I swear  I love  thee, 

By  her  small  sounds  and  endless  sighs, 
I swear  I love  thee. 
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By  the  brown  nightingale’s  desire, 

I swear  I love  thee, 

By  his  swift  song  of  liquid  fire, 

I swear  I love  thee. 

By  every  amorous  scent  and  sound, 

I swear  I love  thee, 

By  the  warm  rains  and  fruitful  ground, 
I swear  I love  thee. 


By  all  dead  lovers’  tears  and  pains, 
I swear  I love  thee, 

By  all  their  joys  and  glad  refrains, 

I swear  I love  thee. 


By  all  the  lovers  that  still  live, 

I swear  I love  thee, 

By  all  they  take  and  all  they  give, 
I swear  I love  thee. 


By  all  my  youth  and  passion’s  might, 
I swear  I love  thee. 

By  all  thy  beauty  and  delight, 

I swear  I love  thee. 
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By  Love  himself,  his  holy  flame, 

I swear  I love  thee. 

By  those  I loved  ere  thy  love  came, 
I swear  I love  thee. 

Hail  O Love  ! Giver  of  life. 

Giver  of  passionate  joys. 

Giver  of  sweet  fulfilments. 

Giver  of  marvellous  madness, 
Giver  of  wonderful  wisdom. 
Giver  of  all  good  things, 

Hail,  O Love ! 
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TO 


Come  to  me  in  your  thoughts, 

You  who  are  far  away, 

When  the  palest  of  stars  steal  out, 
And  the  evening  has  wed  the  day. 

Over  the  dew-damp  grass. 

Up  the  steep  path  that  wends 
To  the  terrace,  where  winds  lie  dead. 
And  the  glow  of  the  sunset  ends. 

Come  through  the  open  door 
Into  this  dim  still  room, 

Where  I’m  sitting  alone  at  dusk. 

In  the  hush  of  the  twilight  gloom. 

And  your  arms  shall  circle  my  neck. 
And  your  lips  press  my  lips  at  last 
Till  the  enemy  Time  lies  slain. 

And  the  present  becomes  the  past. 
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A SPRING  DAY  IN  ENGLAND 


What  words  have  I to  tell  of  this  fair  day, 

That  closes  in  while  yet  the  year’s  at  May, 

Casting  the  radiance  of  its  dying  hours 
Across  the  blooms  of  yellow  primrose  flowers. 

While  little  leaves  but  newly  wide  awake, 

Swing  on  the  boughs,  and  the  white  blossoms’  flake 

Powders  the  air  and  all  the  ground  below. 

With  fragrant  clouds  of  Spring’s  delicious  snow. 

No  words,  no  rhymes  could  ever  worthy  be 
To  picture  this  fair  land’s  divinity. 
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‘‘GOOD  MORNING,"  SAID  THE 

THRUSH 

Good  morning,”  said  the  thrush 
From  his  little  blackthorn  bush, 

“ Good  morning,”  said  the  thrush,  “ to  you. 
The  day  is  up  and  doing. 

The  mating  birds  are  wooing. 

What  of  you  two  ! what  of  you  two  ? 
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THE  COMMAND 


When  first  the  youthful  spring  on  tiptoe  came 
He  called  the  birds  and  bade  them  sing  thy  name. 

He  woke  the  flowers,  that  they  might  spread  a sweet 
And  fragrant  carpet  ’neath  thy  dainty  feet. 

He  told  the  little  wind  that  sauntered  by, 

To  breathe  upon  thy  cheek  an  amorous  sigh 

And  then  to  me  he  cried,  “ Go,  do  thy  part, 

O laggard  lover : thou  shalt  give  thy  heart.” 
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ON  THE  HILL-SIDE 

A Memory 

You  lay  so  still  in  the  sunshine, 

So  still  in  that  hot  sweet  hour — 

That  the  timid  things  of  the  forest  land 
Came  close ; a butterfly  lit  on  your  hand, 
Mistaking  it  for  a flower. 

You  scarcely  breathed  in  your  slumber, 

So  dreamless  it  was,  so  deep — 

While  the  warm  air  stirred  in  my  veins  like  wine, 
The  air  that  had  blown  through  a jasmine  vine. 
But  you  slept — and  I let  you  sleep. 
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E 


THE  WORSHIPPER 


What  shall  I worship  if  it  be  not  Love  ? 

Tell  me,  O sages  bowed  with  thoughtful  years, 
Tell  me,  O poets,  men  of  smiles  and  tears, 

Tell  me,  O powers  of  earth  and  powers  above  ! 

Ye  have  your  gods  wrought  out  of  wood  and  stone. 
Ye  have  high  altars  where  those  gods  may  rest, 

I have  a holy  place  for  me  alone, 

I have  a burning  shrine. 

Where  Love  supreme,  divine,  ^ 

Shines  through  the  silent  hours,  blessing  and  blest. 
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TO 


You  and  I were  alone  together, 

Riding  alone,  and  side  by  side, 

Through  the  morn  in  the  warm  sweet  weather, 
Over  the  meadows  green  and  wide, 

Over  the  heavenly  wide  green  meadows 
Swept  with  grass  like  an  ocean  tide. 

O the  joy  of  that  sunlit  morning  ! 

Sunshine  caught  in  your  eyes  and  hair. 
Sunshine  caught  in  your  smile,  that  dawning 
Red  and  young,  made  your  mouth  more  fair. 
Even  more  fair  than  the  grass-swept  meadows 
Though  all  June’s  poppies  were  growing  there 
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BEFORE  SUNRISE 


I FELT  the  eager  heart  of  Earth 
Beat  close  against  my  own. 

In  that  still  hour  before  the  dawn 
When  deep  unspoken  thoughts  are  born 
I lay  alone. 


The  pulses  of  the  universe 
Were  in  my  throbbing  veins, 

The  yearning  of  forgotten  springs, 
Of  all  swift,  vital,  fruitful  things. 
And  all  sweet  pains ! 


I knew  the  thrill  of  happy  trees 
Whose  branches  break  in  flower, 

I heard  the  pleasant  whispered  sound 
Of  cornfields,  wind-kissed  to  the  ground 
With  golden  dower. 
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I felt  the  joy  of  little  streams, 

Sublimely  young  and  free, 

A million  gleaming  points  of  spray 
Were  scattered,  as  they  rushed  away 
Towards  the  sea. 

I felt  the  madness  of  the  lark 
Who  soars  above  the  earth. 

Pouring  his  soul  in  endless  song, 
Praising  with  notes  now  soft,  now  strong, 
His  hour  of  birth. 

I felt  the  passion  of  the  sun 
For  the  responsive  soil. 

The  labour  and  the  burning  strife 
That  urge  the  throbbing  womb  of  life 
To  endless  toil. 

Until  within  my  body’s  space 
All  things  combined  and  grew 
Into  one  form  : below,  above. 

Around  me,  shone  the  face  of  Love, 

And  Love  was  You  ! 
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THE  HILLS  OF  BY-AND-BYE 


Take  me  with  you  when  you  fly 
Over  the  hills  of  by-and-bye, 

Dear,  beyond  them  we  will  lie 
In  the  sunshine,  you  and  I j 

Honeysuckle  for  a bed. 

Yellow  roses  at  our  head, 

Tall  white  lilies  at  our  feet, 
Breathing  fragrance  dim  and  sweet. 

Take  me  with  you  when  you  fly 
Over  the  hills  of  by-and-bye. 

Dear,  beyond  them  we  will  lie 
In  the  sunshine,  you  and  I — 
By-and-bye. 
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GIFTS 

God  sent  the  dew  upon  the  grass, 

That  it  might  spring. 

God  sent  the  sunshine  to  the  birds, 
That  they  might  sing. 

God  sent  your  love  upon  my  heart. 
That  within  me. 

Might  live  the  dew,  the  sun,  the  birds. 
Eternally. 
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FROM  THE  GUARDIA 

(Liguria) 

Over  the  morning  mountains,  on  the  path  that  led 
to  you  ! 

The  sun  still  ruddy  and  barely  high, 

The  pink  clouds  drifting  across  the  sky. 

And  on  all  the  earth  none  so  glad  as  I, 

In  the  dawn  and  the  early  dew. 

For  my  heart  was  filled  with  a wondrous  truth, 

And  the  path  I trod  was  the  path  of  youth, 

And  my  youth  led  down  to  you  ! 
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IN  LIGURIA 


Between  the  mountains’  swelling  breasts 
A little  unknown  city  rests  ; 

A city  full  of  bells  and  towers. 

Of  white  walls  grown  with  deep  pink  flowers. 

And  over  it  the  swallows  fly, 

And  under  it  the  vineyards  lie. 

While  far  beyond  a sapphire  sea 
Stretches  like  fields  in  Arcady. 

And  I who  pass,  seek  not  to  go 
Beyond  its  gates,  I would  not  know 
The  name  it  bears  ; to  me  it  seems 
The  city  of  enchanted  dreams. 

Of  golden  dawns  and  fairy  nights. 

Filled  with  a thousand  strange  delights, 

Of  lilies  white  and  roses  red — 

Where  only  children  dare  to  tread  ! 
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AT  CAP  MARTIN 


How  silently  the  evening  falls, 

Trailing  her  gown  of  changing  mauves 
Along  the  garden’s  vine-clad  walls, 

And  through  the  olive  groves  ! 

From  out  a fold  of  cloudy  blue 
The  little  moon  demurely  slips. 

To  bathe  her  shining  limbs  in  dew, 

A smile  upon  her  lips. 

Whilst  far  away  the  waveless  sea 

Lies  dreaming  in  the  deepening  gloom. 
Blending  with  this  enchanting  tree 
Of  oleander  bloom  ! 
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THE  RHYME  OF  THE  SHEPHERD 

When  the  dawn  was  scarcely  born, 

A shepherd  took  his  pipe  and  played ; 
Fresh  and  sweet,  with  eager  feet 
There  came  to  him  a maid. 

In  the  wood  on  tiptoe  stood 
The  youthful  day  to  see ; 

What  befell,  I will  not  tell. 

Save  that  no  more  played  he ! 
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A LITTLE  CHILD 


When  you  smiled,  little  child, 

With  your  face  so  small  and  mild. 

Up  on  high,  in  the  sky, 

Rosy  clouds  went  drifting  by ; 

Rosy  clouds  but  newly  born, 

For  your  smile  had  lit  the  dawn ! 

When  you  cried,  o’er  the  wide 
Evening  earth,  the  south  wind  sighed. 
Through  the  night,  soft  and  bright 
Shone  a tiny  trembling  light. 

Very  faint,  very  far. 

For  your  tears  had  made  a star 
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BY  THE  LAKE 


How  still  the  waters  of  that  magic  lake, 

Deeply  mysterious,  and  very  still, 

With  never  ripple  of  the  sweet  wind’s  will 
Stirring  its  soul  to  smiles  for  summer’s  sake  ! 

Within  its  eyes,  the  tall  grey-visaged  trees 
Lay  mirrored  silently  as  in  a swoon. 

While  through  their  branches  swam  an  early  moon, 
Pale  as  a foam-flower  blown  from  distant  seas. 

Standing  enthralled,  I drew  you  close  to  me. 

And  lo  ! our  thoughts  that  loving  did  unite. 
Became  two  swans  serenely  calm  and  white, 

That  floated  forth  into  eternity. 
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STUART  SONGS 


I 

Mary  Queen,  Mary  Queen, 

Here’s  a wreath  of  evergreen. 

Put  it  on  your  bonny  hair. 

And  take  me  for  your  lover. 

Here’s  an  arm  that’s  strong  and  brave, 
Here’s  a sword  your  faithful  slave. 

Let  it  slay  your  enemies. 

And  take  me  for  your  lover. 

Mary  Queen,  Mary  Queen, 

Here’s  a wreath  of  evergreen. 

Put  it  on  your  bonny  hair, 

And  take  me  for  your  lover. 
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II 


The  Queen  has  gone  at  the  morning’s  close, 
To  gather  a red,  red  rose. 

She  lifts  her  face  to  the  summer  day. 

And  her  face  is  young  and  gay. 

She  laughs  a little,  a little  sings, 

For  the  joy  of  pleasant  things. 

Her  slim  hand  stretches  to  pluck  the  flower 
With  its  fragrant  crimson  dower  ; 

But  into  the  flesh  sinks  a wounding  thorn. 
And  a rose  of  blood  on  the  white  is  born. 
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Ill 


Tell  me  what  are  you  looking  for, 

There  where  the  ivy  clings  ? 

“ I am  looking  for  youth  and  forgotten  things,” 
Said  the  Queen,  said  Mary. 

Tell  me  what  are  you  waiting  for. 

There  where  the  ivy  clings  ? 

“ I’m  waiting  for  Love  with  his  weary  wings,” 
Said  the  Queen,  said  Mary. 

Tell  me  what  are  you  listening  to. 

There  where  the  ivy  clings  ? 

“ A bird  that’s  hidden  the  while  he  sings. 

And  he  sings  of  Death,”  said  Mary. 
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THE  GRAVEYARD  AT  OROTAVA 


I 

Under  the  Peak,  beside  the  sea, 

The  dead  have  lain  these  many  years. 
Forgetful  of  their  smiles  and  tears. 

In  death’s  supreme  tranquillity. 

Knowing  no  hopes,  beyond  all  fears. 

II 

I see  their  little  placid  graves. 

Cross-marked  and  hung  with  scented  bloom, 
O’ershadowed  by  the  gentle  gloom 

Of  Nispero  trees ; the  throbbing  waves 
Beating  the  measure  of  their  doom. 

Ill 

On  this  most  peaceful,  happy  day. 

They  cannot  see  the  blue  of  sky. 

They  cannot  pause,  as  you  and  I 
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Have  paused  along  this  shady  way, 

Beneath  the  walls,  flow’r-topped  and  high. 


IV 

In  awful  and  unbroken  rest, 

These  once-time  lovers  lie  asleep 
Beside  their  heart’s  desires,  the  deep 
Cool  earth  down-pressing  each  strong  breast. 
Thus  did  they  sow,  and  thus  they  reap. 


V 

What  was  the  colour  of  their  eyes, 
These  silent  people,  and  their  hair  ? 
Perchance  ’twas  soft  and  very  fair. 
How  hard  it  is  to  realise 

That  as  we  are,  so  once  they  were ! 


VI 

O my  beloved,  lay  your  hand 

Within  mine  own,  for  time  is  fleet. 

And  soon  the  passing  of  our  feet 
Shall  cast  no  shadow  on  the  land. 

Where  now  we  know  ourselves  complete. 
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VII 


E’en  though  our  love  may  be  more  vast 
Than  yonder  sea,  incarnadine 
As  hearts’  blood  crushed  from  mortal  vine, 
The  cup  is  small  in  which  ’tis  cast. 

Too  small  to  hold  the  precious  wine  ! 
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SOUNDS 


Before  I die,  I would  hear 

The  sound  of  the  lotus  buds  at  dawn, 

As  they  fall  apart  in  the  opal  morn. 

On  the  brink  of  pools  that  are  deep  and  clear. 

Before  I die,  I would  hear 

The  song  that  the  wild  canaries  sing 
In  the  still  Barancos  at  time  of  Spring, 
When  the  moon  has  scented  the  atmosphere. 

Before  I die,  I would  hear 

The  thrilling  notes  of  the  cuckoo’s  call, 

As  it  smites  the  air  where  the  waters  fall 
From  the  river  over  the  rushing  weir. 

And  sweeter  than  all  of  these. 

Aye,  sweeter  than  any  living  strain, 

I would  hear  the  voice  of  my  love  again, 
Sin^jing  softly  under  the  Nispero  trees. 
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THREE  SONGS  OF  NOWHERE  TOWN 


The  Silver  Rose 

Fll  sing  you  a ditty  of  Nowhere  Town. 

You  climb  the  hill  when  the  sun  goes  down, 

Step  out  on  the  roadway  of  golden  light, 

And  Nowhere  Town  lies  along  to  your  right. 

In  Nowhere  Town  is  a Silver  Rose, 

A magic  blossom  that  swings  and  grows 

So  high,  that  never  a man  or  maid 

Has  plucked  that  flower  from  its  fairy  glade. 

The  rose  is  watered  by  all  the  tears 

That  lovers  weep  through  the  countless  years, 

And  warmed  by  the  breath  of  ardent  sighs, 
And  lit  by  the  light  in  lovers’  eyes. 
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And  none  may  reach  it  to  pluck,  save  he 
Whose  love  shall  last  through  eternity. 

So  some  sweet  evening  we’ll  go,  we  two, 
And  I will  gather  the  rose  for  you. 
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The  Sleepy  Train 


The  sleepy  train  from  Nowhere  Town 
Glides  over  the  Valley  of  Dreams, 

I see  it  pass  through  the  woodlands  brown, 
And  out  where  the  sunlight  gleams. 

And  oh  it’s  smoke  is  a silver  band, 

And  its  miniature  cars  are  gold, 

I know  that  it  goes  to  Fairy  Land, 

Where  no  one  ever  gets  old. 

Then  let’s  run  down  from  the  sloping  hill. 
And  jump  on  the  sleepy  train, 

And  journey  away  through  the  noon-tide  still. 
And  never  come  back  again  ! 
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The  White  Bird 


Take  me  away  to  Nowhere  Town, 
White  bird  that  sings  ! 

I will  be  light  as  thistledown 
Between  your  feathery  wings. 

Over  the  fields  of  iris  flowers, 
Beyond  the  sea. 

On  to  my  land  of  drowsy  hours 
Fly  swift  and  free  ! 

Take  me  away  to  Nowhere  Town, 
White  bird  that  sings  ; 

I will  be  light  as  thistledown 
Between  your  feathery  wings ! 
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SWALLOW  SONG 


“ On  the  morrow  cometh  sorrow,” 
Sang  the  swallow,  “ follow,  follow. 
Come  away  while  the  day 
Holdeth  yet  the  thought  of  May ; 
Come  away  to  the  sun. 

Foolish  one,  foolish  one  ! ” 

But  I stayed,  undismayed. 

Though  the  cold  wind  grew  bold. 
“You  must  fly,”  answered  I, 

“ For  your  sun  is  in  the  sky ; 

In  my  heart  lives  my  sun. 

Foolish  one,  foolish  one  F 
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TO  AN  UNBORN  CHILD 


Written  August  22,  1908 

The  spirit  of  an  unborn  child, 
Supremely  small,  and  very  wise. 
Looks  down  reproachful  and  yet  mild. 
With  patient  questioning  eyes. 

From  the  unfathomable  space. 

It  leans  towards  the  golden  earth, 

A tear  upon  its  little  face, 

So  much  it  longs  for  birth. 
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AT  LAGUNA 

In  an  enchanted  garden  far  away, 

Beneath  the  bells  of  white  Datoura  bloom, 

I watched  the  evening  woo  the  passing  day^ 
Down  the  dim  avenues  of  scented  gloom. 
And  lo  ! the  while,  a little  plaintive  lay 
Caressed  the  stillness,  for  the  one  I love 
Was  singing  softly  in  a distant  room. 
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THE  SANTANOCHE 


Guimar,  March  io,  1910 

Pale  bells  of  Santanoche  flowers, 

That  shine  along  the  evening  hours  ! 

Their  fragrance  timid  of  the  light, 

Grown  heavy  ’neath  the  dews  of  night, 

A perfume  mystical  and  white. 

Surely  the  blessed  Virgin  came 
From  Heaven  to  give  these  flowers  their  name. 
And  stooping,  kissed  them,  granting  each 
A little  soul,  whose  scent  would  reach 
To  her  in  Paradise,  and  plead 
For  sinners  in  their  hour  of  need. 
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WYGANDIA  FLOWERS 

O BLUE  Wygandia  flowers  so  strong  and  tall, 
Whence  cometh  thy  deep  colour  ? from  the  skies  ? 
Or  hast  thou  stooped  to  gaze  into  the  eyes 
Of  my  beloved,  bluer  than  ye  all ! 
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THE  INCOMING  TIDE  AT 
LAIGUELIA 


The  sea  lay  like  a silken  fold, 

Shot  with  soft  tints  of  changing  blue, 
While  silently  there  spread  and  grew 
An  evening  glow  of  limpid  gold. 

Across  the  endless  stretch  of  sand. 

The  little  waves  ran  hand  in  hand 
Into  the  sunset  light,  and  through 
The  narrow  channel  to  the  land. 

How  softly  spoke  those  little  waves, 

What  sweet  unfathomed  mystery 
They  whispered  of  the  Mother  Sea, 

Of  pearls  shell-bound  like  dim  white  slaves. 
Of  falling  stars  that  seaward  sweep. 

Of  all  the  countless  souls  that  sleep 
Through  ages  to  eternity. 

Lost  in  vast  depths  serene  and  deep. 
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A SIMILE 

The  sun  draws  up  the  waters  of  the  sea 
In  golden  glory  till  they  twain  unite, 

And  mingle  in  a perfect  harmony 
Of  endless  ocean  and  eternal  light. 

Thus  did  you  draw  unto  your  soul  my  love, 
Shedding  about  it  thoughts  of  purest  gold. 
Your  soul,  more  ardent  than  the  sun  above. 
My  passion,  all  the  oceans  could  not  hold ! 
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A SONG  OF  YOUTH 

Calling,  calling,  calling  me. 

The  birds  of  Spring  in  every  tree, 
And  a little  scented  wind ! 
Calling,  calling,  calling  me. 

And  oh  ! the  sound  is  ecstasy 
For  I am  young,  and  so  is  he, 
The  little  scented  wind ! 

Calling,  calling,  calling  me. 

The  endless  surging  of  the  sea. 
The  waves  that  throb  and  beat ! 
Calling,  calling,  calling  me. 

With  youth’s  divine  persistency. 
The  love  that  bids  me  fly  to  thee 
On  eager,  happy  feet ! 
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FRUIT  OF  THE  NISPERO 


e 


FRUIT  OF  THE  NISPERO 

I 

In  among  the  sombre  foliage, 

Nispero  fruit  shines  palely  golden ; 
Through  the  twilight  I perceive  it, 
When  the  hour  is  sweet  with  jasmine. 

Even  thus  my  thoughts  of  thee,  are 
Set  amidst  my  soul’s  rememberings. 
All  the  air  about  them  fragrant. 

They  themselves  elusive — golden 
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II 


There  is  sun  on  the  hill,  my  beloved, 

Sun  on  the  distant  hill. 

And  upon  my  brow  is  a cool  young  wind. 
Fragrant  and  very  cool. 

And  the  trees  shake  their  brown  leaves  upon  me, 
Round  me  and  over  me. 

And  pleasant  the  sound  of  their  falling  is. 

Like  a low  talking. 

But  the  heart  in  me  joys  not  at  these  things. 

Oh  ! thou  dear  absent  one, 

For  their  beauty  when  thou  canst  not  share  it 
Wounds  like  a two-edged  sword  ! 
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Ill 

Thou  hast  bewitched  me,  belovM, 
Till  I am  weaker  than  water, 

Water  that  drips  from  the  fountain, 
Through  thy  white  tapering  fingers. 

Yet  as  the  waters  together 
Gather  and  grow  to  a torrent, 
Gathers  the  flood  of  my  passion, 
Bearing  thee  forth  on  its  bosom  ! 
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IV 


If  I could  but  see  thee  standing 
In  the  twilight  of  the  larch  woods, 
When  the  winds  are  growing  drowsy, 
And  the  sunset  walks  the  valley  ! 

Could  but  know  that  in  the  starlight 
Of  the  time  that  follows  after, 

I might  watch  the  darker  shadows 
Of  the  hair  upon  thy  temples  ! 

Hear  the  spirit  of  the  silence 
Thrill  with  little  sounds  of  longing, 
While  the  darkness  throbs  and  quivers 
With  the  passion  of  thy  breathing! 
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V 

Through  the  blue  glory  of  morning, 
In  the  hushed  splendour  of  night  time, 
Passion  and  loving  and  longing, 
Breathe  but  one  name  to  my  senses. 
Wakening  the  pulse  of  my  being  ! 

Oh  ! thou  dead  gods  dim  and  tender, 
Freshen  thy  garlands  that  withered. 
Quicken  thy  might  once  immortal : 
Make  me  a wan  star  that  falleth 
In  my  beloved’s  still  garden. 
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VI 

Under  the  snow  the  little  primrose  slumbers, 
Golden  and  fair,  filled  with  an  endless  sweetness. 
No  eyes  behold  her,  yet  she  lives  and  blossoms. 
Fragrant  with  promise  of  a future  Springtime. 

And  so  it  is  with  thee,  oh  pale  young  maiden. 
Beneath  the  snows  of  youth  thy  passion  slumbers. 
No  man  hath  found  it,  yet  it  burns  and  quickens. 
Warm  with  the  promise  of  thy  future  loving. 
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The  spirit  of  thy  singing, 

It  is  as  all  sweet  longing, 

A throb  through  countless  ages, 
Stirring  the  sense  to  aching. 

How  can  I sit  and  listen 
Coldly  to  that  wild  music  ! 

How  can  I stop  from  kissing 
Lips  that  are  half  asunder  ! 


VIII 


Seest  thou  this  water-lily 
Floating  on  the  fountain’s  basin  ? 

In  our  tender  shadowed  courtyard, 
Whither  never  storm-wind  cometh  ? 

Even  so  thou,  happy  being, 

On  the  bosom  of  my  loving 
Floatest,  where  no  storm  save  kisses, 
Smites  the  softness  of  thy  beauty. 
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IX 


If  by  your  window  you  sit, 

Cooling  your  pale  brow  at  sunset, 
Even  while  I who  am  here. 

Worship  your  beauty  with  singing — 

Watch  my  beloved,  for  a bird, 

White,  and  most  slenderly  fashioned, 
It  is  the  soul  of  my  song, 

Let  it  alight  on  your  shoulder ! 
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X 


I HAVE  forsaken  thee  for  greater  loving, 

E’en  as  the  skiff  forsakes  the  little  river, 

To  find  the  stormy  vastness  of  the  ocean. 

And  who  may  stay  it  when  the  tide  is  risen. 

And  in  the  sails  the  strong  wind  stirs  and  urges, 
And  at  the  helm  sit  Youth  and  Great  Adventure  ? 

Yet  not  forgotten  is  the  little  river. 

For  pleasant  was  the  murmur  of  its  ripples. 

And  many  blossoms  grew  along  its  borders. 
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XI 


Thou  art  risen,  my  Beloved, 

And  thou  callest  me  to  follow. 

Follow  through  the  chilly  twilight 
Of  this  silent  virgin  morning. 

Whither,  whither  wouldst  thou  lead  me. 
To  what  place  of  new  enchantment  ? 
Can  the  day  that  thou  art  seeking 
Give  such  rapture  as  the  darkness  ? 

Thou  art  warm  with  many  kisses. 

With  the  handclasps  of  thy  lover. 

Turn  again  unto  my  bosom, 

I would  have  it  night  for  ever ! 
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XII 


Great  and  most  good  are  the  gods, 

Who  prosper  the  earth  with  their  smiles  : 

I,  the  maker  of  small  songs, 

Worship  their  power  in  my  singing. 

Cities  shall  fall  at  their  frown. 

Yet  the  flowers  in  the  field  still  grow. 

They  crush  these  not  in  their  strength. 

Nor  the  young  wild  birds  in  the  nest. 

The  birds  and  the  flowers  they  love. 

And  the  streams,  and  the  green  fern  fronds. 
The  pebbles  under  the  streams. 

And  the  moss  that  floats  on  the  brink. 

These  things  are  fair  in  their  sight. 

So  fair  that  they  dwell  in  their  midst. 

For  who  has  not  heard  the  pipes 
Of  Pan  when  the  evening  is  golden  ? 


no 


I,  the  maker  of  small  songs, 

Have  heard  him  playing  low  music, 
Subtle,  and  very  tender. 

Like  echoes  of  things  forgotten. 

Once  when  I walked  with  a maid. 
Amidst  the  hills  by  my  dwelling. 
Behold  ! the  warmth  of  the  air 
Was  stirred  with  a trembling  cadence  ! 

Sweeter  than  all  things  human. 

It  coursed  like  wine  through  my  being, 
Filling  my  heart  with  longing, 

Till  I caught  the  child  at  my  side. 

Softly  I kissed  her  tresses. 

And  while  we  yet  clung  together 
The  melody  ceased,  and  lo ! 

I heard  Pan  laugh  in  the  bushes  ! 
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XIII 


There  is  no  joy  to  equal  that  of  loving, 

Even  Immortals  find  no  deeper  pleasure. 

Alas  ! thou  child  whose  little  soul  is  barren, 

How  shouldst  thou  feel  the  splendour  of  the 
morning  ! 

How  shouldst  thou  know  the  endless  throb  ot  star- 
light, 

Or  the  thick  fragrance  of  the  trodden  meadows  ! 

These  things  are  marvellous,  beyond  thy  vision. 

These  things  reveal  themselves  to  gods — and  lovers. 
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Well  I know  that  in  my  garden 
Little  tired  winds  are  sleeping^ 

Well  I know  that  on  the  hill-side 
All  the  paths  are  white  with  blossoms. 

O,  forsake  this  striving  city, 

Thou  my  friend,  for  I am  weary  ; 
Come  and  find  the  quiet  places. 

Where  our  hearts  may  hear  each  other. 


XV 


I WEAR  thee  as  a garment  on  my  spirit, 

A priceless  garment  folded  close  about  me, 

I wear  thee  as  a garland  in  my  tresses, 

A fragrant  garland  more  than  poet’s  laurels. 

And  men  shall  envy  me  my  Godlike  raiment, 
Shall  stand  enthralled  before  my  glowing  temples. 
On  all  the  earth  there  lives  no  prouder  mortal 
Than  I am,  clothed  with  such  a mighty  loving. 
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XVI 

Where  the  river  broadens 
To  a marshy  shallow. 
There  my  lover  pausing, 
Made  a pipe  of  rushes. 

While  I stood  and  listened. 
Happy  in  the  twilight. 

To  the  tender  cadence 
That  his  fancy  quickened. 

And  I thought  it  pleasant 
To  behold  strong  fingers. 
Suddenly  grown  gentle, 
Making  little  music. 


XVII 


So  still  the  hour,  I hear  the  blossoms  breathing, 

I hear  the  star  that  falls  beyond  the  garden, 

I hear  the  hidden  bird  that  stirs  in  slumber. 

And  the  pale  dew  that  drips  upon  the  roses. 

I hear  the  young  moon’s  little  silver  footfall 
The  while  she  treads  upon  the  shining  water, 

I hear  the  secret  whispering  of  the  ripples 
That  thrill  within  the  fountain’s  marble  basin. 

Ah,  what  enchantment  hath  this  summer  darkness, 
That  it  beguiles  my  heart  from  thoughts  of  loving. 
Until  I cease  to  count  the  hours  of  waiting, 

And  grow  enamoured  of  my  lonely  vigil ! 


XVIII 


Who  may  hold  the  soul  of  man  or  know  it  ? 
Who  may  find  the  reason  for  its  longings  ? 
Who  may  understand  its  sudden  coming, 

Or  the  swiftness  of  its  dim  departure  ? 

I so  much  have  loved  my  best  beloved 
That  her  soul,  responding  to  my  kisses, 
Came  and  lay  between  my  lips  a moment. 
In  the  rapture  of  the  happy  darkness. 

Yet  behold  the  morning  saw  it  vanished. 
And  I knew  not  what  its  form  resembled. 
Even  I,  the  happiest  of  lovers. 

May  not  solve  the  secret  of  its  being. 
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XIX 


Take  thy  lute,  O lover, 

And  praise  the  loved  one  with  thy  voice. 
For  in  possessing  love. 

Thou  dost  possess  the  living  world. 

The  young  stars  in  Heaven 
Thou  hast  imprisoned  in  her  eyes. 

The  river’s  deep  waters 

Thou  hearest  in  her  ardent  words. 

The  south  wind  from  gardens 
Doth  fan  thee  in  her  happy  breath, 

The  wild  birds  of  forests 

Have  lost  their  souls  among  her  songs. 

The  men  of  all  ages 

Whose  spirits  watch  thee  from  the  void, 
Rejoice  in  thy  loving, 

And  wait  upon  thy  quickening  kiss. 
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Thus  art  thou,  O lover, 

The  master  of  the  universe. 
Death  cannot  efface  thee. 

For  thou  shalt  recreate  thyself! 


XX 


Seest  thou,  O best  beloved, 

How  the  little  pensive  evening 
Walks  within  our  scented  garden. 
Through  the  jasmine  flowers  and  laurels  ? 

This  the  hour  of  silent  loving, 

Hush  thy  singing  and  thy  playing. 

Come  and  gently  breathe  upon  me, 

’Tis  enough  to  know  thou  livest ! 
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XXI 


Deck  me  with  flowers,  sweet  lover, 
Upon  my  brow  and  bosom. 

While  yet  the  dew  is  silver 
On  yonder  Nispero’s  foliage. 

Gather  the  secret  blossoms 
The  garden  hideth  from  us. 

The  best  of  all  her  treasures 
That  e’en  the  south  wind  knows  not. 

Strip  her  until  she  weepeth 
(From  all  her  ruined  branches) 

Tears  that  contain  the  life-blood 
And  very  sap  of  summer. 

For  what  is  all  her  ardour. 

Whose  fruitfulness  doth  mock  us. 

To  our  enduring  passion. 

That  yet  remaineth  barren  ! 
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XXII 

Upon  the  shore  the  little  waves  are  treading, 
Foam-shod  and  happy,  speaking  with  low  voices, 
While  in  the  sky  the  early  stars  have  quickened. 
Like  children  in  the  womb  of  gracious  Heaven. 

Alas  ! we  watchers  who  find  such  contentment 
In  all  things  lovely,  why  must  death  efface  us  ? 
The  sea,  the  stars,  immortal  live  for  ever. 

Yet  e’en  the  greatest  lovers  are  but  passing ! 
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XXIII 

In  the  purple  dusk  of  evening, 

I perceived  a snow-white  blossom, 
Shining  like  a young  star  fallen 
From  the  blue  Elysian  meadows. 

And  I plucked  it  very  gently. 
Breathing  to  the  listening  petals, 
AyaTTw  ! then  softly  laid  it 
On  the  shrine  of  Aphrodite. 
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XXIV 

This  is  the  island  of  gardens, 

Filled  with  a marvellous  fragrance. 

Oh  the  pale  scent  of  the  jasmine  ! 

Oh  the  delicious  mimosa  ! 

Beating  soft  pinions  together, 

Cometh  a wind  from  the  mountains ; 
Why  wouldst  thou  leave  us,  oh  small  wind  ? 
Rest  thee  awhile  ’mid  the  laurels. 

Even  as  thou,  have  I wandered 
Over  the  earth  and  the  ocean, 

Pondering  many  things  deeply, 

Now  I lie  down  in  the  sunshine. 
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POSTSCRIPT 

Your  hands  have  touched  the  cover  of  my  book, 

Beloved  hands  ! 

Your  eyes  have  read  each  page  and  found  it  good, 

Beloved  eyes  ! 

What  can  my  verses  now  attain  ? your  look 

Has  given  immortality,  your  wise 

Sweet  thoughts  upon  mine  own,  have  surely  crowned 

These  words  with  laurels  Love  himself  has  wound. 
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The  j allow ing  poems  /fow  “ ’Twixt  Earth  and  Stars, 
by  Marguerite  Radclyffe-Hall,  have  been  set  to 
music  : 

By  Mr.  HUBERT  BATH 

**  A Song.”  Chappell  and  Co. 

“ Italian  Spring.”  Boosey  and  Co. 

“ On  the  Lagoon.”  Boosey  and  Co. 

**  A Sea  Cycle.”  (No.  XV.)  Chappell  and  Co. 

By  Mr.  CUTHBERT  WYNNE 
“ Let  not  the  Morning  Break,”  etc.  John  Church  Co.,  Ltd. 

By  Mr.  EASTHROPE  MARTIN 
Shall  I Complain  ? ” Metzler  and  Co. 


The  following  poems  from  “ A Sheaf  of  Verses  ” are 
set  to  music  : 

By  Mr.  ROBERT  CONINGSBY  CLARKE 

“ In  Couples.”  Chappell  and  Co. 

“ To  My  Little  Cousin.”  Chappell  and  Co. 

“ To  A Baby.”  Chappell  and  Co. 

“ Butterfly.”  Chappell  and  Co. 

“ Our  Little  Love  is  Newly  Born.”  Chappell  and  Co. 

" Hands  and  Lips.”  Chappell  and  Co. 

" Gentle  Dame  Priscilla,”  Chappell  and  Co. 

The  following  poems  from  “ Poems  of  the  Past  and 
Present  ” have  been  set  to  music  : 

By  Mr.  ROBERT  CONINGSBY  CLARKE 

“ Fruit  of  the  Nispero,”  Nos.  I and  XX.  Chappell  and  Co. 

' ‘ A Farewell.”  Chappell  and  Co. 

“ To  A Lily.”  Chappell  and  Co. 

' The  Rhyme  of  the  Shepherd.”  Chappell  and  Co. 

‘ The  Hills  of  By-and-Bye.”  Chappell  and  Co. 

By  Mr.  GEORGE  BATTEN 
A Song  of  Youth."  The  John  Church  Co.,  Lid. 


PRESS  NOTICES 

“’TWIXT  EARTH  AND  STARS” 

“ Miss  Radclyffe-Hall  is  a poet.  She  has  a gift  of  ex- 
pression always  felicitous,  not  infrequently  spontaneous,  and 
her  rhythms  are  really  musical.  Moreover,  the  level  of  her 
book  is  uniformly  high.  In  writing  of  nature  her  intuition 
and  sympathy  are  remarkable.  Nearly  every  poem  contains 
something  which  clings  to  your  memory  and  sets  you  think- 
ing. . . . The  main  note  is  vigorous,  joyous  youth, 

thankful  for  the  right  to  exist  in  such  a lovely  world. 

“ If  Miss  Radclyffe-Hall  acquires  a higher  finish  she  may 
confidently  look  forward  to  taking  her  place  among  the 
poetesses  of  this  country.  It  is  not  often  one  can  so  honestly 
recommend  the  public  to  buy  a volume  of  poetry.” 

The  Queen,  July  4,  1906. 

*'  The  author  of  ‘ ’Twixt  Earth  and  Stars’  has  a real  talent 
for  versification  and  the  subjects  chosen  are  all  poetical, 
added  to  which  she  has  real  feeling  and  the  power  to  express 
it.  I am  so  charmed  with  this  little  book  of  poems  that  I 
cannot  help  recommending  it  to  you,  that  you  also  may 
enjoy  it.” — The  Lady,  July  5,  1906. 

“ A little  book  of  short  poems  most  of  which  are  very 
pleasant,  being  marked  by  sincerity  and  sweetness.” 

Evenhig  Standard,  July  21,  1906. 

“ ‘ ’Twixt  Earth  and  Stars  ’ is  a dainty  little  volume  of  verse, 
some  of  which  is  of  considerable  merit.” 

Publisher  and  Bookseller,  July  28,  1906. 

“A  SHEAF  OF  VERSES” 

“ ‘ Winter  on  the  Zuyder  Zee  ’ is  a bright  attractive  poem 
which  shows  considerable  originality.  She  calls  the  Zuyder 
Zee 

‘ A fettered  slave  grown  old  between 
The  dykes  and  marshes  low  and  green.’ 

Moth  to  the  Flame  ’ and  * On  the  Seashore  ’ show  her 
metrical  skill,  for  the  handling  of  such  short  lines  is  very 
difficult.  The  long  poem  call  ' Finis  ’ shows  also  that  she 
has  sustained  power,  alike  in  beauty  of  form  and  thought. 
The  present  volume  is  much  more  impassioned  than  the  last 
was  ; the  love  poetry  in  it  shows  real  feeling.” 

Mr,  Douglas  Sladen,  in  The  Queen, 


“Miss  Marguerite  Radclyffe-Hall  has  just  brought  out  a new 
volume  of  poems  called  * A Sheaf  of  Verses,’  which  is  full  of 
tuneful  numbers  written  with  spontaneous  and  imaginative 
talent.  Her  muse  is  a varied  one,  grave  and  gay,  but  always 
sincere  ; and  her  poems  reveal  a nature  capable  of  deep  feel- 
ing, to  which  she  is  able  to  give  full  emotional  expression. 
Miss  Radclyffe-Hall’s  first  book,  ‘ ’Twixt  Earth  and  Stars,’ 
achieved  a well-merited  isuccess,  and  several  of  the  poems  it 
contained  have  been  set  to  music.  Amongst  these  were 
‘ Italian  Spring’  and  • On  the  Lagoon,’  by  Mr.  Hubert  Bath, 
and  * Shall  I Complain  ? ’ by  Mr.  Easthrope  Martin.” 

The  Lady. 

“ Miss  Radclyffe-Hall’s  verses,  without  being  exactly  love 
poems,  are  principally  occupied  with  aspects  of  the  passion 
of  love.  Men  write  love  poems,  women  write  about  love. 
A man,  though  he  be  as  individual  as  Donne,  or  as  unlike  his 
fellows  as  Chapman,  when  stirred  by  a beauty  to  his  verse, 
is  primitive  and  universal.  A woman,  though  she  may  be 
more  moved  than  the  other,  is  in  the  same  case  conventional, 
personal,  herself.  The  passion  is  something  intimate — her 
secret,  a thing  to  be  looked  at  shyly  when  none  else  looks, 
then  locked  up  like  the  cup  in  the  poem.  The  pleasure  given 
to  us  by  these  poems  is  not  derived  from  the  poems  so  much 
as  from  the  illustration  which  they  give  of  the  truth  just 
stated.  They  are  neat  statements  of  the  woman’s  point  of 
view.’’ — The  Daily  News. 

“ Minor  poets  abound  nowadays,  but  among  the  many 
volumes  of  verse  issued  fone  rarely  finds  the  true  poetical 
thought  and  expression  that  distinguish  ‘ A Sheaf  of  Verses,’ 
by  Marguerite  Radclyffe-Hall.  There  is  a touch  of  sadness  in 
nearly  all  the  verses,  or  rather  they  all  voice  the  wistful 
unrest  which  inevitably  characterises  the  idealist,  as  in  ' A 
Complaint  ’ : 

* Must  we  for  ever  see  the  golden  portal, 

Yet  ne’er  in  glad  abandon  enter  in  ? 

Dear  heart,  if  loving  be  so  great  a sin. 

Why  have  the  gods  decreed  that  man  be  mortal  ? ’ 

In  many  of  the  Nature  poems  the  note  is  joyous,  exhilarating, 
and  some  of  the  lyrics  are  light  and  graceful.  The  little 
book  is  aptly  ‘dedicated  to  sad  days  and  glad  days.’ 
(John  and  Edward  Bumpus.)  ” — The  Lady. 


/ 

r 


l * 


•V  - i-ii’Ui  i-  ^ 

^ J>  , Ti  - S'-  - * 

■'-^1'  " -41''  ••wi’^  '■^''  i"  / C ^ ' 


-ft 


i 


wp:m 


P.  47? '■^  ‘ "v  ^ >3'‘  A ^ PPPA^  Pi::'-^  ^ 


aW^  4^, 

Fa>  -t  ^ ' u 

'i  ^ Au  «»  4 

'-%  r'X*'' 


S'*  '”''' A-^ ' -If/ ‘''•' '/HAv-a- 

' {-A^A-  ,A^  4A-A?a444A' 


f ^1? 

V V 

S'‘  \ _> 


\ \ Xi  \f 

-4'  -St  J TA, 


V -»s  ^ * 4 4 ' / ’■A-'AiJ  "5  '"  ^ ,t  V ^ -4?  . / '•  Z-  ' ^4-, 

'S--^  ’A  ..Si  A.^7^f4S’S  ^aA-  a.  4 

, A,-  ,'4‘A-.  -aIa--  ^OA  a4  > ■,'-  -5 

- TT  'A-^.  , s.  -A  I A ' ' 

A . Ai  . r;  c > 1 s ? , . . 7 a- 


- V/  ^ p V 

f ^ * -f  y-^  ^ "H 

> l->  .L^’^A  ""4 


^ ---i'if4  4?MaA;A;lSt4Aag^A*«l 

^ 41  ] ^ ’ '"*s>  'S  -*'i"4  -,Ss^S‘ t4.%  A l4  " >’-^4|i4Ai'A|-  " A4^  " 


I A -’‘A  ^ ^ 4-4  An  S^-4 

■'^^V'j..)?'  :(^-fPY/Pn 


; '^•.■'•^  r.-f- 


-1^ 


5l^--\aA 


^ v^  > 


si  ""  AX 

,’A*|#-:  .-4  aA-C  "Ar- A'  -n>~rA?A?N*'<,/ 

^4 . - ^5,4.  A "SV  -fSv  ■"  ?a*S  ^T  """  SiA-A  -A  f 4 -^  Mf . /; 

; fiyjf  r-*  1 ^ -rlf'  ^ y l-'y  A t<j!!i  V A1  " lA-^  ./  -i-i  s^  ^ j ‘>^4  — -X  w ^ ~4 


e,  >^■"5'  ^ A4i|iS4AS:|  ,v, 

/A?4A’y  4fAA\‘';4  i -'Aj-fAA,  i'A-Al  r.  A7;A">r' Aq 

..  jd-i..-  '-'y.'-.i^'  . A'  'Isi.':  Xa?' A kAAa^A,  A^'A'-J-y -,4^ 

'•  ? qy . 7 q:4A4r ;'  y >A-;f=t  A q-AAAAA 

- ' ^ ^ A"  Ai -,iA?iAA€A:iA^.A?fe 


^A^Aa/a  -a 

-'^•'3^  ^ '*  i P ^ 

'“  t.-v<  V - 

.-43A"*  i^As 


AA' 

SA- 


V 


’“fy 


“ k-\^  ^ A 4 'V  of/  41-  < ^ X r " ^ ^ V*^ 

Af  ^-4  An  i A'*#A/»^.-  -' 


4;^ 


A 


* A j-  s-  t 
n -S 


'if  '> 

j_U 

— y J- 


A9,4i  . 

!'  t „ A ' 


V 


■»lr- 

4 -v.^  f-v  - 
f \-^p\  ^ 

'If  ^ A^‘'  ^ ^ 

y^-> 


t S ASA  ^ 


i-  A?y>  - 

^■ 

'i  K . •*-  S. 

- ■»  i 


It  .*:  t IAA  ^ ^ ^, 

i-0'>'  *rO  i-g?  -’A  q?/ 


.A 

i - 


^,..  . N'.fr,. 
^ A 


y '4  / A , ''.T.— ^ ^ i - . •»'j*  1 

A .fp  -bIS"  ^ _ t .-''  ^ " Aqylr— o-X  ! 

a\  7;:jy  4 ^ ^-s O'  £74  . 


-*  l A-"  s. 

r f,,  i«A.4  A^  .>\'''-p'"' 

■4  r ^ ^ A t - 4^  4 >3r*. 


